Broken Glass 


Author: ox jumped over the moon 
Bands: The Who 

Characters: John Entwistle, Keith Moon 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Jun 25 2022 II:27:31 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Sorry 


Author's Notes: 
The Who in present day! Keith and John have joined Pete and Roger in the ‘silver fox’ club~. 


Song titles will come from Buckcherry’s ‘I5' album, since that's what I've had on repeat while writing this. 


l'm using fake names for certain companies and social media platforms in this fic because I'd rather be safe 


than sorry. 


The ‘Zerene' resort is a replacement name for the ‘Monarch’ resort. The Zerene eurydice is California's state 
butterfly, and a Monarch is a type of butterfly. 
https://enwikipediaorg/wiki/Zerene_eurydice 


It was Keith's decision to move to California. John was hesitant, but had been won over by those pretty brown 
eyes. Keith had a way of getting anything he wanted with that helpless, sad puppy dog stare. It made John 
weak every god damned time. Those pretty eyes even worked on other people, too. Especially Pete. 


For years Keith had been begging their silvered guitarist to come visit and stay a while. Each time he asked, 
Pete had an excuse of some sort; he was busy with a new solo album, already had plans for a family vacation, 
so on and so forth. Eventually he had admitted it was because he wasn't sure he'd want to leave if he did 
visit. California was beautiful, and Pete truly missed being so close to best friends. 


While John and Keith had their own home, they often stayed at the Zerene beach resort during the Summer. 
The suites were large enough to be classified as apartments, and it was no problem to reserve one for Pete. It 


was more exciting than staying in their own home, anyways. More to do, and the beach was much closer! 


Pete had settled in quite nicely, and after the initial day or two of catching up and socializing, John and Keith 
had practically moved in with him. It was almost like the old days, back when they had shared a house and only 
had the band to worry about. 


Plans were made to go down to the pool later that night to enjoy the poolside open bar for ‘Christmas in July’. 


After eight pm. hard liquor was served, and after eleven pm. clothes became optional for the event. 


While they passed the time John and Keith had taken over the suite's kitchen, both sat at the table and 
engrossed in their phones. Keith scrolled through Greenit subs, while John tended to the band's Flitter account, 
answering random fan questions and reposting anything from his dashboard that caught his eye. Pete had 
taken up residence within the living room, as some documentary from the History channel had captured his 
interest. It was the only American tv channel he ever found worth watching, as there was never a dull 


moment with it. 
Ever so often a loud chime would sound, breaking the comfortable silence within the kitchen. 
"Is that your phone?" Keith asked, not bothering to look up from his own. 


"Nope." John directed his gaze toward a counter top across the room. "I think it's Pete's tablet? That sounds 
like it's a Pear device. l'm pretty sure that's what he's got" 


The occasional notification sound became more frequent as time went on, almost reminiscent of a warning 


rather than an activity notification. 

"Someone's popular, sounds like," John mused. "Wonder if he posted something to Flitter from his phone?" 

"| dunno, but this is fuckin’ ridiculous," Keith sighed. His patience was no where near as impressive as his other 
halts. When he got up from the table John didn't bother to lift his gaze from his own phone. But the sound of 
glass shattering moments later definitely fixed that. 


When his attention focused on his companion, John felt an icy knife pierce his chest. The tablet was no longer 


on the counter, nor was it in Keith's hand. 


"Oh fuck.. John, what do | do?!" Keith asked, voice wavering with a child-like fear. His first instinct was to run, 


but if he did that John would surely be blamed. He couldn't do that! But he also didn't want to deal with Pete's 


wrath, and-- 


"Shh," John was at Keith's side in an instant. "Ill say | did it. Pete won't be as mad at me, it'll be okay," he 
whispered soothingly, his hand finding a tense shoulder and squeezing affectionately. "Just relax and let me 


handle this." 
"You can't--" 


Before Keith could even finish his thought Pete had come in to investigate the noise. The cheerful mood he had 
been carrying was instantly swapped for pure, boiling rage as noticed his tablet was on the floor, at Keith's 


feet. 


"You fucking incompetent cunt! Have you any idea what you've just done?!" Pete seethed. "Look at this!" With an 
unsteady hand he pointed toward the tiled kitchen floor where his tablet laid, screen shattered and case 


cracked. The poor thing looked as if it had been tossed onto concrete and stomped on repeatedly. 


Keith's expression could only be described as a deer caught in headlights, eyes wide and stiff as a board. He 
hadn't meant to drop it! He wanted to defend himself, but in his shock he had forgotten how to turn his 
thoughts into words. 


When the sound finally got to be too much Keith had gotten up to put the device on silent. He had expected to 
find a flood of notifications from Flitter or FlashGram, but instead was greeted with a battery symbol that 
displayed one percent remaining. To his horror it was clear that Pete had some work that wasn't saved in 
some sort of music program. While trying to plug the charging cable into the usb port, he had dropped the 
tablet. It wasn't his fault Pear made their electronics about as sturdy as the tail of a Prince Rupert's drop. 


"Do you even realize what all | had on there?" Pete didn't allow Keith a chance to answer. "Pictures that are 
irreplaceable, demos for songs I've been working my ass off on for years, and videos that can't be recovered! | 
swear to fucking god, Keith.. if something's happened to the memory card, l'm gonna skin you alive and feed 


you to your damned flea ridden cats!" 


With each passing second Keith grew more tense. John, on the other hand, was very quickly losing his patience. 
He knew Keith couldn't defend himself, and he refused to stand idle and allow their bandmate to continue his 


temper tantrum, no matter how well deserved it was. 


"Leave him alone!" John barked, voice much louder and tone more icy than he had intended. With age it had 


deepened, making him sound even more authoritative than in his younger years. 


The sudden outburst caught Pete off guard, and he stopped mid-rant to stare at the bassist with wide eyes, 
even more shocked than Keith was. John's normally relaxed demeanor being broken was always an easy way to 
get someone to shut the fuck up. Even more so now, given he seemed to have become more and more 


carefree as the years went on. 


"| did it. | dropped it" John didn't bother to go into intricate details. He didn't have a cover story yet and he 
knew Pete wouldn't listen until he had calmed down, anyway. John also knew Keith wouldn't dare to take the 
blame. Not when their guitarist was fhis angry. Should he be honest with himself, the Ox could confidently say 


he had never seen their Birdman this angry. Had that anger not been directed to his Loon, John was certain he 


would be the one stiff as a board. 


"It was an accident, We can discuss this once you've calmed down. | refuse to get in a shouting match with you. 
We both know you'll be fighting a losing battle, should you try." While he had lowered his voice to a more 
acceptable level, John didn't lose his edge. He could match Pete word for word when it came to verbal lashings, 


and it would no doubt lead to deep cutting words neither man could take back. 


"I'm very sorry for what happened. I'm sure the memory card is fine and only the screen and case need 
replacing.’ Each word was so clearly and carefully enunciated. "Should you keep verbally assaulting Keith or 
start in on me, you'll be risking our friendship and my trust." It was a lie, but it was also the only threat he 
could think of to keep Pete from carrying on. "Now, why don't you go cool off and call a repair shop for an 
estimate on fixing it. Keith and | will leave you be to mourn your tablet" Before the silvered guitarist could 


even think to respond, John had gone for the door, Keith not far off behind him. 


While spending their Summer with Pete verbally harassing them was not what either of them had planned, 
John knew he wouldn't be able to avoid his friend forever. Deep down inside John legitimately feared the 
memory card was compromised. The tablet's internal storage was likely fried from the looks of it, but Pete 
was smart enough not to rely on that alone, right? And he likely had the Pear Cloud synced. Any sane person 
would've made use of the Cloud storage, and Pete was far from being ‘stupid’. 


The moment they had gotten out of the suite, Keith sighed with relief. "Thank you, Johnny. | dunno what | was 
gonna do. | don't like it when Pete gets angry like that." 


"I know, | know," John took his other half's hand and laced their fingers. "I'll deal with him, but you should try 


to be more careful next time. Or just ask me to take care of it." 
"What can | do to make it up to you?" Keith asked as they wandered down the hallway toward their own room. 


"Well. | can think of a few things," John grinned slyly. Keith's heart skipped a beat. He knew that look and just 


what it meant. 
"Ohh?" The upward inflection within his response was hopeful. Maybe just a bit foo hopeful, even.. 


"I think you can make it up to me with a little game.." John let the words trail off in order to make his 


bandmare mentally squirm. 


"When, where, and how?" Keith asked eagerly, his signature Cheshire cat grin crossing his features. 


"l'm thinking the beach.. and you can make it up to me with that pretty mouth of yours," John gave his other 
half's hand an affectionate squeeze. 


"a blowjob? That's all you want?" Keith's grin faded into narrow eyed confusion. "That's... surprising, Oxy. | 
thought for sure you'd want something more than just that? Pete's gonna tear into you, no matter if the 


memory card's salvageable or not.” 


‘Ohh, you're very, very right, Moonie," John chuckled. "You're going to wear something while servicing me in 
broad daylight." While the pair had never been the type to shy away from public sex, they had never done 
something so obscene and so clearly in view. It had always been subtle with at least some sort of cover. A 


park at night, a hotel balcony, an abandoned building a time or two.. 
"What do you plan to put me in?" Keith asked. "A bikini? A dress? You know Id like that too much." 


"A chastity cage," John didn't hesitate. "I've already got it, and l'm pretty sure itll fit you. And if not, well." He 
shrugged. "You'll just have to deal with the pain, won't you, luv?" 


Keith stopped dead in his tracks and stared in bewilderment, hand breaking loose from his bassist's grip. They 
had discussed chastity quite some time ago, back when John had first discovered it was a kink. A mutual 
friend was into it and decided to show off his ‘jewelry’ while visiting for the weekend. 


"Are.. are you serious?" Keith wouldn't lie, it sounded incredbly arousing. But, some small part of him feared 


just how long John might want to keep him locked up for, and what his restrictions would be. 


"| don't joke about sex. You know that, Moonie." John turned back to set his sights on his other half. "You can 
say no if you're not comfortable with the idea. You know I'll never force you into something you're unsure 


about." It didn't need to be said but given it was to be a punishment, he felt the need. 


‘It's... it's not that," Keith admitted, shaking his head. "I'm just.. worried about how long you're gonna keep me 


locked up for?" The upward inflection was now uncertain, no longer hopeful. Not fearful, but definitely wary. 


"Mmhh.. well." John shifted his weight as he made a dramatic show of pondering, comically stroking his nearly 


white beard like a cartoon villain. "Maybe two months." 


"Two months?!" Keith felt something deep within his stomach begin to heat up. Possibly no access to his own 
cock for two months.. two months without any attention in general, he was assuming. Or, would John still want 


to fuck him? He hoped so. It'd be horrible to go that long without any attention for himself.. 
"| was considering six months at first," John admitted. "But | realized that's too cruel. Anyway, I've got the 
chastity cage back in our room." He gave a wide sweeping gesture with an outstretched arm, as if asking Keith 


to lead the way to their shared suite at the end of the hall. "Shall we?" 


"Yes!" Keith answered, hopefully not as eagerly as he felt. "I've got two questions first, Oxy. Are we gonna get 


in trouble for indecent exposure? And just how long have you been waiting to use this cage?" 


"Nah." John was wondering if the worry would cross his other halfs mind at all. "The resort still has a section 
of the beach that's reserved for nudists, and sex is permitted. Within reason, anyway.” Neither had cared 
much to explore the ‘adult only’ side in all their years of staying at the Zerene. "And just a few months. | was 
gonna ask tonight either way." 


"Within reason? What the fuck does that mean?" Keith despised ‘grey areas’. Either something was permitted, 
or it wasn't. Some sort of middle ground was much too confusing. Too many rules and too many faux pas to 


avoid. 


"You've gotta be discreet about it. No full on fucking on a beach towel, y'know?" John unlocked the door for 
their suite and allowed Keith to enter first. "Anyway, I've already checked it out. They've got the same 
comfortable looking beach chairs on that side so l'm gonna sit in one, you're gonna blow me, and I'm gonna film 


it." 


After closing the door John retrieved a a small black velvet pouch hidden within the messenger bag he kept 
his laptop in. After untying it, the cage was presented for Keith's inspection. The device was much more 
beautiful than the pictures the jeweler provided, the sheath was made from yellow gold, while the ring holding 


it in place was blackened titanium. 


While it was safe for constant wear, the jeweler had admitted people rarely purchased that model for such a 


reason. Instead, it was normally ordered for special events, with weddings being the most common 


"John." Keith took hold of the sheath and looked it over, and tracing the small heart shaped opening at the tip. 
"tm not gonna be able to get hard in that. but | guess that's the point, ain't it?" The thought thrilled him 
more than it likely should have, but Keith wasn't about to admit it. 


‘Of course!" John was quite pleased his other half was getting the idea so soon After taking the cage from his 
other half he settled down onto the bed. "Now, how about we get you in this and we head off to the beach?" 


Keith could feel that hot flush return full force. Quickly he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, pulled down his 


boxers, and exposed himself proudly. Already his cock was hardening, pulsing gently. 
"Aww, kitty.. you can't fit in this with that," John said, tone patronizing. "We're just gonna have to get rid of it" 


Keith, immediately thinking he was going to get one last hand job, could offer nothing more than overly eager 
yes! Sadly, that excitement was quickly snuffed out when his other half took hold of him and squeezed the 
very base with an unnecessary amount of force. In return Keith yelped and tried to swat the offending hand 


away. 


"No no, kitty," John purred sweetly. "We've gotta take care of this hard cock somehow, don't we?" As the 
erection wilted Keith gave a defeated whimper, the sound similar to a cat that had been denied a treat. John 


spared no time with locking him in the new ‘toy’, and clicking a small plastic lock in place. 


"Plastic?" Keith asked, quirking a brow. It would be so easy for him to break it and gain access to his cock if he 


desired. "Doesn't that kinda defeat the point?" 


"Is so you can go through security with it on when we have to go home. A padlock will set off the metal 
detector." Or, at least, that was what John had been told by the seller. It made sense to him, and Keith seemed 


to agree. 


"So, we just go now? With me wearing this?" The cage was heavy and felt awkward, but not as uncomfortable 
as Keith had been expecting. His only concern was just how painful it might be once he was hard. The sheath 
was just slightly longer than his flaccid cock. 


‘Mmhm. Get changed. Swim trunks, shirt, flip flops. Wanna make sure you blend in, don't ya," John said with a 
sly grin 


"What if someone notices?" The beach would likely be crowded, given it was mid-day and the weekend. The 


chance was slim, and he knew it. 
"No one will care. Trust me. They've definitely seen weirder shit. An old guy in a chastity cage blowing another 
guy ain't gonna be makin’ headlines. Even if they do recognize us, they'll be more preoccupied with all the 


busty blondes and toned surfer dudes." 


Well, Keith couldn't argue with that logic. 


Crazy Bitch 


Author's Notes: 

Once again the title is from Buckcherry's ‘I5' album. | thought it was fitting! This took me forever because | 
couldn't figure out just how to write the sex scene and have it feel ‘natural. | think I'm finally happy with it 
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camera's view, but this turned out so much nicer. The next chapter will contain John's punishment from Pete. 


As always, lots of thank yous and love to Jae for being my inspiration~! 


NOTICE: As of 6/25/2022 this chapter has been altered to reflect the version posted on A03. Several edits 


have been made, but the general idea is the same. It's definitely worth a re-read to see what has changed”. 


Rather than going out onto the sand as promised earlier, John had decided to set up near the in-ground pool. 
The area they had claimed was close enough that quests could see what the pair were up to if they cared to 


look, yet far enough as to not draw too much attention 


John had taken care to lay out a beach towel and a pillow from their suite upon the cement. Even if it was 
going to be a punishment, John wasn't going to make his other half kneel upon the hard ground with no 


protection 


Already Keith could feel a fire begin deep within his belly as he watched his other half. He knew just what the 
pillow was for, but found himself a bit confused as to why they needed the towel. 


John sensed his companion's curiosity, and shifted his gaze from the small table he had been setting up next 
to his chair. "Well, you need something to protect your knees, don't you?" He asked with a sly grin. "The towel is 


for you to clean up once we're finished No doubt you'll be a disgusting mess before we're done for the night." 
Keith chose to keep quiet, and watched as John stripped down, tossing his shirt and swim trunks to the ground. 


He was still incredibly handsome. A bit thicker than ever, but some of it was proper muscle, not just fat. John 
had traded the coke, chain smoking, and heavy alcohol consumption for strength training after his unhealthy 
lifestyle had nearly taken his life. He didn't keep up with the training religiously anymore, but still managed to 
keep himself fit. 


Keith's attention zoned into John's cock, which was so nicely framed by his lovely thick thighs as he sat in the 


chair. 


"Hey!" John snapped his fingers to pull Keith out of his trance, and flicked his wrist toward the poolside bar. "Be 
a good kitty and get me a frozen margarita or pina colada. Whichever they've got on hand. You can stare all 


you want once you're back, luv." 


"Yes, Sir," Keith trilled, just a bit too eagerly. "| take it you'll be setting up while I'm gone?" At least, he thought 


he remembered John mentioning something about filming their encounter. Maybe even streaming it? 
Once Keith had been sent off, John sent out a single Flitter message to his adult content dashboard. 
Happy Christmas in July! Get ready. Keith and | have a surprise for you: 


When Keith finally reappeared, John took notice he was carrying two margaritas. "Figured since its so hot, your 
cock might enjoy an icy blow job!" Keith made a show of licking up some of the frozen drink from his glass. 


"Naughty kitty," John playfully chastised. "Now be good and strip for me." 
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Keith didn't need to be told twice. After setting his drink aside he gladly shed his clothes and placed his hands 
upon his hips, Superman style. He would've asked if John approved, if he wasn't already holding his phone. 


Affer turning on the camera, John made sure Keith was in focus. "Say hello and tell everyone where we are, 


Moonie." 
"We're at the Zerene beach resort in California!" 
"And where exactly at the resort are we?" 


"The beach! The side meant for nudists, not the general area" Keith made a show of motioning toward the sea 


and sand off in the distance behind him. 
"And why are we here?" 


"Because I've been a very, very bad kitty." Keith grinned and pointed down to his new accessory, which John 


zoomed into for several seconds. 

"And what do you want to say to our fans?" 

"Tune in to our SmutHub page in about fifteen minutes for a very special show!" 

John switched to the forward facing camera. "We'll be using the chat feature for suggestions, so feel free to 
post in it. We love you alll" After switching off the camera and posting the video, John turned the screen for 


his phone off. 


After taking hold of his drink again, John redirected his attention back to his other half. "Remember, there's no 


pressure to continue if you decide it's too much for you. No one will think differently of you or me." 


"| appreciate it, but I'm more than sure | wanna do this," Keith reassured him and knelt down upon the pillow. 
‘Its been so long since we last streamed,’ he commented idly, while slowly rubbing John's thighs. "I think this is 


going to be wonderful." 
‘Of course," John hummed sweetly. "Anything involving you is going to be perfect" 


"So, while we wait." Keith's thoughts returned to his new accessory, which was quickly becoming more 
uncomfortable the longer he thought about performing for their fans. "You didn't really tell me what the 


‘rules’," Keith made air quotes, "are regarding my new toy." 


John hummed in acknowledgement as he stirred his drink. "Well.. no self penetration, meanng penetrative 


masturbation, unless | say so. No removing the cage unless | say so. And, no coming unless | want you to." 


A soft whimper came from the younger of the pair. "All that for two months?" Good god that was incredibly 
hot! Had it not been meant as a ‘punishment, Keith might have suggested it himself, had he known John was 
into chastity play. 


‘Mmhm." John took a sip of drink. "Ill be giving you a thorough cleaning so | can be sure you won't be tempted 


to touch yourself while I'm not looking.” 
Keith squirmed. "Do | not get to come at all?" 


"You're not listening." John reached down to lovingly tap his bandmate's nose, just as he would with one of their 
pets. "You get to come only if | want you to. If you come while I'm fucking you, that's a free pass. But | won't 
be going out of my way to help you." 


John checked the time on his phone. "We'll have to finish discussing it later. It's time to start the stream." 
Before opening the app, he cast his attention back down to his other half. "You're completely sure you want to 
do this? You can still say no at any time." 


‘I'm ready, and | wanna do this," Keith promised with a slow lick to the inside of John's thigh. "Either you start 


the stream, or I'm gonna take your phone and do it myself" 


“Alright, then," John said with a sweet hum. The moment he hit the ‘stream’ button, Keith was immediately in 


character. 
"Hello, lovelies! We hope you'll have lots of fun getting off with us." Keith purred seductively. 
"As you can see, this is ‘point of view' style. We won't be changing the view, even though there seems to be a 


demand for a side view every time we stream.’ John reached down to thread his hand through Keith's hair. 


"We might take suggestions from the chat for what my lovely little kitty should do, but we will not be actively 


participating in said chat. Keep your questions for a future Q and A stream." 


"Maybe next time!" Keith chimed in. "We dunno the next time we'll do this, so make sure to keep an eye on our 


adult Flitter page." 


"It looks like we have enough people in the chat, so you can start whenever you'd like," John said as he got 


comfortable. 


The stream was nothing new for them. More often than not Keith blew him during their streams. Occasionally 
one of them would masturbate if the other didn't feel up to performing, but their regular audience had grown 
used to the same routine. That wasn't to say they found it boring, no not at alll It was always a thrill, and 


John enjoyed both watching the action from the ‘preview stream' camera and reading the comments as they 


flooded in. 


Keith licked a line up from the base of John's cock all the way to the tip, which he flicked his tongue over. 
When they had still been waiting for the stream to start John had found the suspense quite enjoyable, and 


was now offering his other half a steady stream of precome. 


As Keith massaged the base of his cock, John gave a soft groan and arched up into the attention In return 
Keith knew just what he wanted, but wasn't about to give it. Not yet. He enjoyed being an evil little tease and 
getting away with delaying his other half's orgasm for as long as possible. It helped that the viewers got a kick 


out of it, as well. John's soft groans, whimpers, and desperate begging was truly divine! 


It was slowly becoming increasingly difficult to focus on his phone, but John resisted the urge to close his 
eyes and bask in the attention As his gaze narrowed in on the chat, he felt his breath hitch just the softest 
bit. 


"Ohh, kitty.. it looks like the chat wants me to give you a facial. What do you think?" 


Thankfully Keith's mouth wasn't full, and he was instead bathing the underside, just under the tip, with 
attention. "Mmhh.. sounds good to me. Its been forever since you last came on me instead of in me," he 


purred sweetly. 


"You heard it, my kittens," John panted softly. "You're getting your wish." From between his thighs Keith gave 


an appreciate hum. Before he could resume his attention, he made eye contact with the camera. 


"What do they think about me giving your pretty tip some attention?" Keith asked with a sly purr. He had been 
purposefully ignoring it, aside from the single flick of his tongue early on. It was easily John's favorite part to 
be touched, and Keith would do all he could to delay it for maximum effectiveness. 


John wanted to say ‘yes' just for his own entertainment, but resisted. The regular viewers knew what he liked, 
and a select view were little bastards who enjoyed seeing John ‘suffer’. They, of course, were in agreement 


that no, John shouldn't get what he wanted so early on. Their insistence influenced the new viewers, and so the 


chat slowly began leaning toward ‘no! 


With a soft whimper, John gave the final answer with a frustrated and defeated tone. "They said no.. | can't 


get what | want because we haven't streamed in months." 


"Aww.. poor Foxy Oxy," Keith taunted sweetly. "Maybe we'll just have to get you off without touching it at alll" 
Before John could interject, Keith squeezed the base of the stiff erection within his grip and resumed rubbing 


it. "If you're gonna lock me up, | can make sure you're not going to get what you want, either." 


While John normally would have argued with that logic, he knew he had no ground to stand on. With a huff he 
agreed. His cock, on the other half, did not. The head was flushed and slick with precome. By this time Keith 
would normally be worshiping it, either by licking, sucking, or even running his thumb along it in lazy, slow 
circles. Instead, that talented and wonderful hand was sliding up along the shaft, thumb offering attention to 
the sensitive area just under the tip along the underside. 


The longer Keith teased him, the more aroused John became, and the more difficult it was to focus. He was at 


risk for dropping his phone, and if he did that, the stream would be cut short and no one wanted that. 


"Hey," Keith murmured, free hand cupping John's balls and giving a gentle squeeze. "Pay attention, Oxy. Tell me 
what the chat wants." 


John whimpered softly and arched up into his other half's hand. "They.. they want.. you to use your mouth." 
Whether he was being honest or not, Keith couldn't tell. He wasn't about to argue, not when he knew even the 


most sadistic and bitchy viewers were always hungry just to hear the wonderful sounds he could coax out 


from his other half. 


"As you wish," Keith purred, making eye contact with the camera for just a split second. Down he went, licking 
a stripe up from the base to the tip of John's needy arousal, just as when they had started. Only this time, 
he gladly bathed the tip in attention, greedily licking up the precome he found. Every slow and soft pass of his 
Tongue pulled another quiet groan from his other half, and Keith finally took notice of just how aroused he was, 


too. 


Keith had been so focused on performing and keeping in character that he had completely forgotten about not 
only his own desire, but also the pretty metal cage that encased his own cock and prevented it from reaching 
its full length. It was painful, but in an extremely erotic way. The pain was mixed in with a sort of pleasure he 
had never felt before. Every soft sound John offered only added to his own arousal, and Keith found himself 

shuddering and whimpering quietly. Dear god! He almost felt like a teenager who was about to receive his first 


handjob. 


When his lips finally closed around the red, pulsing tip, Keith thought for sure John would come. He was 
surprised at just how early his other half was ready to finish, but then realized just how easily all of the 
teasing he had done to that sensitive area just under the tip must have added up. 


The sounds he offered were pure desperation, and the moment John did his best to give a warning of his 
impending finish, Keith quickly pulled away. He could feel himself pulsing and leaking from his cage, and now 
understood just why the towel was underneath him. 


John took himself into his own hand, and gave just a few quick and desperate strokes before he was coming. 


His groans were soft as to not alert anyone near by, but so very lustful and just as desperate as his stroking, 


The sensation of John's warm come upon his flushed and heated skin was strange. It was so new, yet so 
familiar, and so very arousing. He couldn't remember the last time he had been given such a ‘gift’, but knew 


he definitely wanted it more often 


Keith could feel himself pulsing, throbbing as if he were close to coming. But, as close as he felt.. nothing 
happened. Nothing but an immense amount of precome that soaked the towel and pillows he was kneeling on. He 
shuddered and panted, softly whimpering like a bitch in heat. With a corner of the towel that wasn't being used 
Keith wiped the mess from his face. 


"There you go, my sweet kittens," John panted softly as he continued to lazily stroke himself for the camera. 
Once his cock began to soften, he gathered the remaining come from the head with his index and middle 
fingers, and offered it to Keith. Eagerly he licked the come from his other halfs fingers while making eye 


contact with the stream. 
"Stand up, kitty," John commanded. "Lets show our kittens just how desperate you are." 


With just a sliver of shame Keith stood, displaying his pretty golden chastity cage which was obviously very 
cramped with his strangled erection As John lifted the cage to show it off, a drop of precome leaked out from 
the opening at the tip and dripped on to the towel. 


"Do you think we should stream later on so | can let my kitty come?" John brought the camera closer to 
Keith's new pretty jewelry. The responses seemed evenly sided for a change. How?’ some asked, ‘what angle? 
others demanded to know. 


John took a moment to consider the options, as Keith whimpered with anticipation and his cock throbbed with 
need. "| was thinking maybe a toy or two.. and finally fulfilling that burning need for your profile view, with 


Keith's caged cock the center focus." The chat finally became a near one sided ‘yes’ 


“Alright, then" John shifted his attention back up to Keith's features as he cupped his full, aching balls and 


gave a soft squeeze. "You might get to come later tonight." 


After switching the camera to the front view, John blew his mirrored image and the chat a kiss. "See you 


sometime soon, kittens!" and ended the stream. 


"You're really gonna let me come?" Keith asked as John switched the screen off and set his phone on the table 


next to his chair. 


"That depends on what Pete puts me through.” John's tone had become serious, and Keith felt his excitement 
drop. 


Oh... right." in his excitement he had forgotten just what happened. "I really hope he doesn't tear you to 
pieces." Keith settled down onto his other half's lap. John chose to ignore the still dripping cage which leaked 
upon his naked thigh. 


"I don't think he will, but.. who knows. Apparently whatever was on there was very important” John ran his 


fingers through Keith's hair. "Let's forget about that and just try to enjoy the night, alright?" 


"Yeah, sounds good," Keith nodded. "Pool time?" He asked, casting his glance behind John. "We have a couple 
hours more of daylight. Unless you wanna stay until after the fireworks?" 


"We can stay for them," John pulled Keith down for a quick kiss. "Then we can go back to our room and I'll deal 


with Pete." 


Out of Line 
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John and Pete had always had a level of trust usually reserved for significant others and siblings -- no need 
to knock, just come in. But tonight he knew that would be risky. He composed himself, went over the script 
Keith had helped him with, and finally knocked. 


Pete didn't leave him waiting long, opening the door quick enough for it to collide with the wall, albeit 
unintentionally. The scowl his silvered guitarist wore wasn't surprising, John wouldn't have expected to be 
greeted with open arms and a cheerful ‘welcome back’. He would've been suspicious as fuck if Pete wasn‘ stil 


upset. 


"You feel calm enough to talk this over with me?" John’s steady and calm tone held a hair-thin thread of 

uneasiness. There was no doubt in his mind that the upcoming unavoidable and unspoken punishment would be 
very unique. His handsome guitarist was more creative than he could ever hope to be, after all. Pete huffed 
and stood back, silently inviting his bandmate in. He made not a single sound, yet his body language spoke loud 


and clear. 


"I'm sorry for what happened" John noticed the broken tablet was once more laid upon the kitchen counter, 
screen still cracked. The memory and sim cards were in a small holding case beside it. Both appeared 
unaffected, and so John was hopeful they had survived. "It was an honest accident. | didn't do it on purpose.” 


"As you should be," Pete scolded with an icy glare. "You should be very sorry.’ 
"You had work that wasn't saved and it was at one percent battery," John said with a hint of frustration. The 


scolding might've been deserved, but he didn't appreciate it. "I tried to plug in the charging cable but it slipped 
out of my hands. It's not my fault you didn't have it in a protective ca--" 


"Why didn't you or Keith even tell me it was nearly dead?" Pete cut him off. The words came with an edge so 


sharp John was sure it could've cut him in half. 


“cause there was no time. We thought you were gettin’ a lot of notifications, and it's not polite to read 
messages without consent. We don't have a Pear device, nor have we ever owned one" While he didn't want to 
fight, John knew he couldn't run away. Pete would not go easy on Keith, especially when the contents on the 
tablet held much more value than a guitar, car, or any other object Keith had demolished in the past, whether 
by accident or on purpose. 


"You should've gotten up to see what the sound meant right away, it's only common courtesy. If you had any 
respect for me or my work at all, you'd have done it. Clearly | don't matter to you as much as | thought | 
did" The tone and icy stare paired together reminded John of his younger years, back when he was stuck 
under the same roof with his step father. It was a feeling he did not appreciate, and Pete fucking knew it. 


"You shouldn't be so fuckin’ irresponsible as to leave unsaved work on an unplugged device!" John shot back, not 
at all afraid to raise his voice. "Besides, even if | had tried to get your attention, you wouldn't have heard me. 


You're nearly fuckin’ deaf" 


"Says the man who needs two hearing aids." If John wanted to play dirty, Pete was confident he could match, 
possibly even surpass his low blows.. but would soon come to realize John knew him much better than he even 
knew himself. 


"At least | don't need constant fuckin’ reassurance every god damned fifteen minutes like a needy child," John 
didn't dare give Pete a chance to retaliate, for he knew his chance of ‘winning’ the petty argument would 
drastically decrease. "And at least people can understand my work without needing me to hold their fuckin 
hand and guide them through the entire ridiculous plot!" He knew he was walking a thin line of what was 
‘acceptable for an argument to remain civil, but John didn't care. "And at least | don't have a fuckin’ nervous 
breakdown or throw a tantrum when my projects ultimately fail because people don't fuckin’ get it or care." 
John could have kept it to a single word: Lifehouse’ and knew he would've gotten a reaction of some sort, 
depending on his bandmate's current mood. ‘Lifehouse’ had become a meme among fans, and Pete hated It with 
a fiery passion 


That was definitely far too low, and John realized with horror that he had royally fucked up as Pete drew back. 
He didn't have time to move, nor did he have time to apologize before Pete's hand had come across his furry 


cheek with much more force than needed. 


"You beg me to come visit, you break my shit, you insult me, and then you have the god damned balls to act 
like this?! You are the /ast person | would ever expect this from!" Right at that moment he didn't have any 
regrets for physically lashing out, but later on after the fire had fizzled out within him, Pete knew he 
definitely would. He had never laid a hand upon his bandmate, and the last remaining rational part of his brain 


wondered if it was going to change things between them. 


John winced as he rubbed at the painful handprint he knew must've been present, and silently prayed to a god 
he didn't believe in that it wouldn't leave a mark. He knew he deserved it, and so he wasn't about to seek 
revenge physically over it. But Keith on the hand.. even if he was terrified of Pete when he got like this, John 
had no doubts that his other half would toss that fear out the window and physically attack their guitarist, if 
he found out. 


"Oh, fuck youl" John spat. "You're so fuckin’ god damned irresponsible. You can't take responsibility for anything, 
and nothing is ever your fault!" That was a lie, and he knew it. Now they were too far into the argument, and 
he wasn't about to back down. 


"You're an asshole, you know that? You're not leaving this room without repaying me." ‘Payment had not 
previously been discussed in detail, but Pete had suddenly made up his mind. Monetary payment for fixing the 
tablet was now off the table, the desire for something... explicit. replacing it. 


John huffed, still rubbing at the painful handprint in the hopes it would help with the pain. "How? What do you 
want? To see me cry? Hit me again? Make me bleed?" With each increasingly outrageous suggestion John gave, 
Pete's frustration grew. 


While he seethed, hands clenched and jaw set, his thoughts raced. What could he do? His ‘go to’ idea of a 
blowjob was fun, but Pete sure as fuck wasn't trusting John's mouth right now. Maybe he couldn't get that 


hole, but his silvered bassist did have another one.. Maybe it wasn't the quickest to get into, but it was more 
painful.. 


"Give me your phone" The words came with an assertive tone that Pete rarely directed toward his equally 


talented lyrici st. 


"What? Why?" He could've lied and said he left it with Keith, but John knew his bandmate wouldn't accept that 
as an answer. Pete would just keep pressing until he went to get it, and the possibility of having his other half 
dragged into the mess wasn't something John felt comfortable risking. 


"Give it here. If you're truly sorry you'll give it to me," Pete said, hand held out expectantly. 


"| don't fuckin’ like guilt trips or ultimatums," John huffed and stuffed his hand into the pocket of his shorts, 


as if to protect the device from magically disappearing. 


"Well | don’t like it when my shit gets broken and it can't be replaced!" Whether the contents on the tablet and 
card could be restored or not wasn't important. Revenge took priority, and Pete would not let his fellow 
silverfox leave until he was satisfied. 


John was suspicious but knew he was fighting a losing battle. Rather than stall and piss his bandmate off even 
more, he handed over his phone. He again silently prayed to a god he didn’t believe in that Pete would just send 


out an embarrassing Flitter message, text someone an embarrassing secret, or post one of his nude photos, 


like the last time they had argued over something ridiculous. But as Pete began to flip through the home 


screens, John felt a wave of dread crash down upon him. 


"What're you lookin’ for?" His voice may have sounded calm, but the way he nervously shifted his weight said 
otherwise. The lack of response only made his anxiety spike further, and John considered slapping the phone 
out of his guitarists hands. At least if the screen was cracked beyond repair, Pete couldn't do something they 
might both regret. 


When Pete finally found whatever he was looking for, John watched with a mixture of curiosity and increasing 
anxiety as the silvered guitarist furiously typed something up. A sly grin let him know that it was definitely 


something worse than an embarrassing message or one of the many unflattering nudes he hadn't yet deleted. 


"What are you doing? What did you just do?" John asked, feeling the worry grow heavier in the pit of his 


stomach. 


‘Something to even this out," Pete said smugly, waving the phone in John's face. When the bassist made a grab 


for it, he pulled back "Nope! Bad dog." 


lm not a fuckin’ dog," John growled. He was not the least bit interested in playing the submissive for petplay, 
and Pete damn well knew it was one of his very few extremely hard limits. 


'If you're truly sorry, you will be for me." Pete's smug grin never left and instead closely mimicked Keith's 
silly cheshire cat smile. "You'll be a dog, and you'll fuckin’ like it!" 


Feeling continuously more uneasy, John yet again made a grab for his phone, only for Pete to step back 


dramatically. "Fuckin' give it here, you god damned cunt!" 


"Is that anyway to speak to your best friend?" Pete chastised with an uncharacteristically sweet and sing-song 
tone, "bad and naughty doggies don't get their phones back. Especially since they don't know how to handle their 
friends’ electronics. Whose to say you're not gonna drop your pretty little designer phone that cost you sooo 
much?" Pete actually fucking purred, and John wished he could slap that cute little grin off his face. "I'd better 
keep it safe for you, my sweet little doggie.” 


"Just in case you've forgotten, I'm older than you and l'm bigger than you. | could snap you in half, you fuckin’ 
twig!" John rarely resorted to violence even when pushed to his limit, but his patience was quickly running thin 
This was no longer a ‘petty argument’. 


Pete gave an overdramatic laugh, wordlessly tempting his bandmate even further. He was much too calm and 
eager to play this stupid game for John’s liking, and the fear that he had done something extremely devious 
crept back up. "Tell me what the fuck you did!" John demanded, jaw set and fists clenched. 


"Never!" Pete stepped back again just to be sure he wouldn't be within grabbing range. He swiped through the 
apps once more, humming to himself playfully. "Just you wait, my little doggie. Just you wait." Without warning 


a blinding light from the camera caught him off guard, and John lifted a hand to shield his eyes. To his horror 
he realized Pete had opened the streaming app. His blood ran cold and he stood frozen, eyes wide and shoulders 
tense. This couldn't be good.. 


"Ladies, gentlemen, and others, allow me to welcome you to a surprise three am. stream!" Pete sounded like a 
talkshow host, and in any other setting John might have laughed at his bandmate's ability to be so over the 
top, much like Keith. Instead, he felt sick So, so, sooo very sick. His entire streaming career was now within his 
guitarists hands, and John could honestly say he hadn't been this afraid since he had nearly lost Keith back in 
seventy-eight. 


"The fuck are you doing?" John asked, an uneasiness having crept into his voice, causing it to noticeably rise in 


pitch. 


"Here with me tonight we have a very naughty little doggie who needs to be taught a lesson" Pete grinned 
slyly, and John wished he could break his fucking face. "This little puppy decided to break my tablet, and | think 
he needs to be punished." He chuckled and stepped back in order to get more of the silvered bassist into the 
frame. "I've heard you're all so very desperate for a side view and some ‘actual’ fucking, so I'll be glad to give 


it to youl Don't say John has never fulfilled your deepest desires." 


"You wouldn't!" John hissed. "You've always said you'd never join a stream with me and Keith, and that you're 


not interested in ‘performing that way' for anyone, no matter if it's for private use or available to the public.’ 


"Doesn't mean | have to show my face, now does it?" Pete chuckled, knowing he had his bandmate right where 
he wanted him.. "Maybe they can identify my voice, but if they can't see all of me, they can't prove who | am. 
Now be a good dog and do as | say. Maybe you'll get a treat afterwards." 


"You're a fuckin’ cunt! And l'm not a god damned dog. You call me that again and I'll introduce your fuckin’ face 
to the wall" This was so very outside of John's comfort zone. The last time he had been on the receiving end 


of petplay it hadn't ended well, and he had refused to ever give it another try. 


"Ohh, is that a threat? Do you really want your precious little fans to see that side of you? To see just how 
mean you can really be? They all think you're Keith's sweet and loving ‘Foxy Oxy’, don't they?" Pete knew he 
was risking John and Keith's streaming career by pressing his bassist in all the wrong ways, but it was his 


own fault. Actions have consequences. 


"no," John sighed, defeated. The stream hadn't been on for long, and so he had hope that not many people 
would have seen his little outburst. And, with any luck, Pete wouldn't know how to archive a stream once it 


was ended, 


"That's what | thought. Now, go get in the bedroom and strip. Get the lube and make yourself comfortable on 
all fours, just like a real dog" Pete gave a quick shoo motion from behind the phone. "And be sure to get 


yourself ready. Otherwise you're gonna risk some tearing, and nobody wants that." 


Rather than wait around in silence, Pete decided to redirect his attention to the chat. "Looks like it's just me 
and you for a few minutes. I'll be nice and give him some privacy." As more people joined the stream, Pete took 
notice that specific questions were repeated over and over, echoed between the same few viewers, or ‘kittens’ 
as John and Keith called them. ‘Who are your, ts this scnpted?, ‘Does Keith know this is happening? Where is he: 
Show yourself! 


While he would never admit it to his bandmates, Pete had joined several of their streams over the years and 
so he had a good idea of how things went down. He rarely got off to them, and instead watched out of 
curiosity. "Since curiosity killed the kittens and satisfaction brought them back." Pete hummed playfully, 
drawing out the suspense, "it's none of your business who | am, and you won't get to see me. This isn’t 


scripted, and | don't know where Keith is." 


"Stop talking to them!" John called out from the bedroom. “Just get your ass in here and lets get this over 
with already.” 


"Aww.. you kitties hear that? John doesn't want me to spend time with you." Rather than respond to any more 
questions - even the ones tied to large donations - Pete set up a makeshift phone stand on a bedside table and 
made sure the focus was entirely on his bandmate. If he was careful to not bend down too far, the camera 


wouldn't catch anything higher than his own chest. 


‘Is a shame we can't see the chat," Pete sighed dramatically as he got up on the bed and sat on his knees 
behind John, who was ‘face down, ass up‘. "Better hope you did a good job of preparing yourself, because | 
won't be going easy on you." Rather than stripping, he tugged down his pajama pants, slicked himself up, and 
pushed in without warning. Underneath him John bit into a pillow, not wanting to give his handsome guitarist 
the satisfaction of knowing he was, in fact, in pain. Pete hadn't given him nearly enough time to properly 
stretch and it had been far too long since he had last bottomed. It didn't help that the bastard gave him next 


to no time to adjust. 


John didn't want to do this. It was so far outside of his ‘comfort zone’ he actually felt sick. But he knew the 
quicker it was over, the quicker he could get back to Keith and they could put it all behind them and things 
would go back to normal.. hopefully. John tried to focus on the pain, he tried to focus on how fucking much he 
did. not. fucking. want. this. But the longer it went on, the less pain there was to zone in on, and he realized 
with horror that whether he wanted it to or not, his body was going to react. .but maybe.. maybe that wasn't 
so bad after all? 


Once he had managed to relax and Pete had settled into a rhythm, it felt.. good. And each time the guitarist 
angled his hips just right, John couldn't resist a quiet groan. He had forgotten just how good penetration had 
the ability to feel, and he cursed himself for not staying quiet. 


"Is the little puppy enjoying this?" Pete trilled from above, nails digging into John's hips. He didn't expect a 
response, and was only mildly surprised when a gruff fuck you’ was muffled from below. Behind the phone sat 
a large vanity mirror, which gave Pete a perfect view of what the stream was capturing. To his delight, he 


caught sight of the most delicious surprise.. John was hard. Not only was he hard, he was already dripping and 


leaving a mess upon the sheets. As a ‘punishment, Pete gave a particularly rough thrust, which quickly earned 
him a surprised hiss and tight clench. 


"Fuck! Be careful, you bastard! That fuckin’ hurts!" Much to John's dismay the unexpected pain did nothing to 


quell his desire. If anything, it only aroused him even more. 


Its what you deserve, you nasty dog. If you're gonna act like one, then you'll be treated like one. Good dogs 
don't complain” Pete swatted his fellow silverfox's ass, not at all as playfully as he might have had the 
circumstances been different. That would definitely leave a mark, and he wondered just what Keith might say 
once he found it. 


Despite every thrust hitting right where John needed it to, he knew he wouldn't be able to come. Never had 
he mastered the art of finishing from penetration alone. As much as he hated to admit it, he was considering 
begging Pete to grip his pulsing, aching and dripping cock ..or at least ask permission to do so himself. Should he 
dare try on his own, John knew it wouldn't end well for him. But the thought of giving in and letting Pete win 
kept him silent. He would not give the bastard that satisfaction! 


Each and every perfectly angled thrust brought him just a little closer to that edge, and when John thought 
that maybe, just maybe, just fucking maybe he might finally be able to come without added stimulation.. Pete 
was done. He didn't give a few rough, quick finishing thrusts like most of his partners would, but instead kept 
himself still, nails digging into John's hips hard enough to draw blood. While the pulsing of his partner's cock 
deep within him would've been highly erotic and pleasurable in any other situation, John found it to be nothing 
more than a teasing disappointment. He realized as Pete signed with content that he hadn't pulled out, and so 


there would be a disgusting mess to clean up afterwards, to his dismay. 


When his silvered guitarist finally pulled out, John hissed quietly. He had gotten used to the sensation of being 
uncomfortably full and stretched, and so the loss left him feeling.. empty. Had he been with anyone else, John 
would have immediately set about cleaning himself up, but a firm hand between his shoulder blades told him 


that they were far from being finished. 


"You fucking get up and I'll make sure your balls are blue for more than one reason" It was clear he wasn't 
playing, and so John didn't dare move. Not when he felt his arm begin to fall asleep due to the uncomfortable 
position, and not even when he could feel the mess slowly dripping out. It was incredibly uncomfortable, and 


John wanted nothing more than to clean himself up. It was fucking sensory helll 


"Let's show the kittens my ‘living art work," Pete purred as he collected the phone. "I think it's a masterpiece. 
Too bad | can't take a picture of it without closing the stream. I'd love to have a memory of this night!" After 
stepping around to the foot of the bed, he gingerly ran his fingers along the bright red hand print he had left. 
Equally red hot embarrassment struck through him, and John silently begged every deity he could think of 


that Pete meant the marks upon his ass and nothing else. 


"Look, kittens! This is what naughty little puppies get for breaking their Master's tablet" Pete focused the 


camera in on the mess he had left, the thick white come slowly dripping out from John's underused entrance. 


He then reached under his bassist to take hold of the still hard, pulsing, flushed cock and pulled it down to give 
the chat a closer look "And this is why we get our doggies neutered. Disgusting male dogs make all kinds of 


messes when you use them" He grasped the erection fully and gave it a few slow, teasing strokes, base to tip. 


‘Ohh f-fuck youl" John stammered, having been taken by surprise with the suspiciously sweet, yet pleasurable 
attention . "I'm n-not your god damn d-dog!" The embarrassment he felt only intensified his level of arousal, 


and he silently cursed himself. 


"You hear that? You hear how he can barely talk? This is proof even male dogs go into heat! They make all 
kinds of messes," Pete repeated himself while gliding his thumb along the head to display the copious amount 
of precome. He even angled the phone downward to focus upon the clear puddle that was still being added to. 
"Look at all this! So disgusting." When John was close to coming, he let go and trailed a finger along the area 
behind his balls, rubbing in some of the ‘gift he had left. .and just as his silvered bassist had begun to finish, 
Pete took hold of them and squeezed much harder than he needed to. The result was a very, very angry, 
pained feline-like yowl and a stream of heavy obscenity laced insults mixed with death threats. 


"Let this be a warning to your male dogs and a reminder that you can, and you should get them fixed. No one 
should have to clean up after their disgusting pet because it can't keep itself in check while its’ holes are being 
used." He swatted John's ass, yet again 


"And as a general reminder.. if you absolutely must let your pet ‘relieve’ itself.. always make sure their orgasm 
is paired with some pain, by any means necessary.” The camera focused upon the silvered bassist, who was 


now curled up. "Don't worry, he'll be fine. He's just a big baby when it comes to pain 


The phone gave a chime, paired with a text box that warned of a low battery. Pete sighed, he was having so 
much fun! "I'd love to keep chatting with you all and giving pet care tips, but it looks like the phone is going to 
die soon, so it's time for me to go. But, before | do.." He zoomed the view into John's fat ass one final time. 
"Don't you wish you could smack that? Anyway, | need to get him cleaned up and send him back to Keith. This 


was a one time event, so consider yourself lucky if you can figure out who | am. Thanks for watching!" 


Pete exited the streaming app and tossed the phone next to John, who was curled up and still growling the 
occasional obscenity filled insult. "Okay. But did you die? No. Get over it" He gathered up his bandmate's clothes 
and tossed them onto the bed. "Get dressed and get the fuck out. And no, you may not clean yourself up 
first” While he was still upset, Pete knew he would likely have a different outlook once he had slept off the 
‘anger high’. This was not like him at all, but the punishment fit the crime, in his opinion. In fact, it was a tame 
punishment if he had lost anything from the tablet or memory card. Just the idea of over a half decade 


worth of memories and work being lost for good made him feel sick. 


Once John no longer felt as if he was dying from the pain, he sat up and sent a death glare toward his 
guitarist. "Fuckin! cunt. You win. Hope you're happy." 


"You're angry now, but you'll thank me later," Pete said smugly. "And if you won't, then I'm sure Keith will." 


"Ohh fuck youl" John was so fucking tired of Pete's shit and couldn't manage to get cleaned up quick enough. 


Later on he would realize just what he meant by fm sure Keith will 


"Mmhh.. no thanks. There's a reason | rarely touched you way back when, remember?" Pete settled into a 


chair and watched as his bandmate made himself presentable. "It's your own damn fault" 


Ouch That fucking cut deep. If Pete was intending to also hurt him emotionally, then he had just done a 
fantastic job. But, he supposed he did deserve it. John had always been a ‘service top’, and Pete had taken 
advantage of that when they were yourger, even if it wasn't intentional. John was much too awkward and 
embarrassed to voice his displeasure with the imbalance and too damn good at lying. Amusingly it was Alison 
who had stepped in after their one and only threeway. Their life behind closed doors had improved vastly 
afterwards.. at least, until Keith came into the picture. 


John pretended not to hear, collected his phone and exited the suite, slamming the door behind himself with 
much more force than was necessary. A picture frame tilted from the vibration and Pete realized he was 
lucky John hadn't snapped back. Had he been on the receiving end he was very confident he would've been left 


with much more than a red handprint. „maybe he had gone too far? 


Onset 


Author's Notes: 
Consider this chapter 3.5 - the story wouldn't be ‘complete’ unless | included Keith's reaction~! 


It's a short chapter because there isn't much | can have Keith do. 
Just as with the previous chapters, the title comes from Buckcherry's '15' album. 


This might receive some adjusting in the near future because l'm tired of messing with this chapter. Unless | 
post it as-is itll never get posted. 


Unless my inspiration says otherwise, the John x Keith playtime will be in the next chapter ~. 


Time seemed to crawl by so slowly without John. It didn't help that Keith's nerves were absolutely fucking 
shot, thanks to not knowing what Pete had planned for his other half. A million different scenarios had already 
played out in his head, but he refused to allow himself to linger on any of them. 


Fitter was the only thing that ever seemed to keep Keith calm. He supposed it was due to the constantly 
updating dashboard; there was always something new to read, a photoset or video to admire, and messages to 
answer. ‘You can't be anxious if youre busy’ was definitely true for him. For the hundredth time that night Keith 
tapped the ‘refresh dashboard’ icon and mindlessly passed up every text-only post, in favour of the pictures 


and videos. In doing so, he had almost missed an update from John's age-restricted account. 
Smuthub stream in ten minutes. This is special You will not want to miss it 


Keith's mind began to excitedly wander once more, further exploring a single dirty daydream he hadn't allowed 
himself to expand upon. As to be expected his phone began to go off due to an influx of Flitter notifications. 
Most were reposts of John’s message with an added ping, commenting on the strange typing pattern that he 
had already picked up on Keith knew right away it was written by Pete; it was too vague, there were no 
hearts, and there was a lack of any sort of video or picture teaser. He should have been doing damage control, 
but wasn't even sure of where the fuck to start! Something was better than nothing, and so a repost of 
John's message would have to do. 


Sorry kittens, but | won't be joining! John will have a very special friend with him, but youll like it. | promise~! lil be 
watching with you, but | wont be participating in the chat. Love you~! 


Keith settled down upon the bed with his laptop, screen recording program ready to go. No way in hell was he 
going to risk the chance of the stream not being archived. Especially if it was going to be anywhere near as 


arousing as his fantasies. 


Patience may have been a virtue but Keith was a dirty, slutty little sinner, and waiting for the stream to 
begin was absolutely killing him. It didn't help that his phone was vibrating with the insane number of Flitter 
notifications he was receiving. ‘Silent’ mode was an option, but it made such a nice substitute for the wand 


vibrator, which John had hidden away. 


When at long last the screen changed from an ‘offline’ sign to an actual video Keith felt a chill run down his 

spine. He had known it definitely would not be hosted by John, but hadn't expect to be greeted by the sight of 
his other half looking so distressed and angry. He had also not been prepared for Pete's voice to be filled with 
so much malice and laced with an antagonistic tone, both of which he had not known his guitarist was capable 


of. 


‘Maybe they can identify my voice, but if they can't see all of me, they cant prove who | am. Now be a good dog 
and do as | say. Maybe youll get a treat afterwards." 


"Youre a tuckin' cunt! And Im not a god damned dog You call me that again and Iil introduce your fuckin’ face to 
the wall." 


"Ohh, is that a threat? Do you really want your precious little fans to see that side of you? To see just how mean 
you can really be? They all think youre Keith's sweet and loving foxy Oxy’, don’t they?" 


Everything was happening so quickly and Keith found it difficult to believe what was playing out before him. It 
felt like being in a dream, as if nothing was real. The chat was going by so quickly and even though he had 
access to it, he couldn't tear his eyes away from the video feed. Maybe it was scripted. Maybe John's 
punishment was to satisfy Pete's humiliation kink He was an amazing actor, and Pete was fairly talented, too. 


„unfortunately that small shred of hope was disintegrated almost as quickly as it had been formed. 


"This isn’t scripted, and | dont know where Keith is" Keith could identify something within Pete's voice, yet 
couldn't manage to pin it down. Perhaps disappointment? He didn't have much of a chance to consider the 
possibilities, as it was clear the guitarist intended to jump right into the action and get whatever he intended 
to do, done. Keith had to admit that he was impressed. It was shocking just how quickly he had gone from 
antagonizing John, to being balls deep inside of him. 


John didn't enjoy being on the receiving end of pet play, he had made that loud and clear early on Keith was 
able to find some amount of pleasure in his other half's pain by convincing himself it must have been agreed 
upon before hand. However, he kept his guard up, ready for his silvered guitarist to push the line, to see just 
what he could get away with. Keith could admit he was just as guilty for pushing the line, but at least he knew 
when to stop. 


"s the little puppy enjoying this?" 


"Fuck! Be careful, you bastard! That fuckin’ hurts!" 


‘ts what you deserve, you nasty dog If youre gonna act like one, then you'll be treated lke one. Good dogs dont 


complain." 


There it was. Keith had been managing to find enjoyment in the stream, but that.. that was too far. He felt sick 


to his stomach. How dare he find pleasure in his other half's misery? 


John's one and only ‘hard limit with no exceptions ever’ was being on the receiving end of petplay. As upset as 
he was, Keith couldn't manage to look away. Pete's taunting had fired him up in all the wrong ways, and he felt 
so conflicted. „but if he truly didn't want it, he would've put a stop to it.. right? John could easily overpower 
and knock the bastard out with one punch if he tried 


Arousal did not equal consent, but as the stream continued John's body language had changed. The lighting was 
terrible and the angle was just as shit, but Keith could pick up on the gradual, subtle shift. The guilt he felt 
began to lift, and he allowed himself to enjoy the sight before him. Down his hand delved between his thighs, 
fingers tracing the cool metal of his cage. It was difficult to get any sensation through the single slot at the 
tip, but when fully erect his glans pressed against it in such a way that allowed him to caress a fraction of 
the sensitive, wine red flushed flesh. 


Some small part of Keith still wanted to look away. It felt almost as if he was invading John's privacy; he likely 
hadn't consented to the stream, and did not care for this specific type of humiliation. „but it was clear he was 
at least enjoying himself to some degree. The pained hisses and groans his other half gave were so very 
confusing; Keith had never heard John offer such sounds when they laid together. Though, to be fair he didn't 
‘top’ John that often. 


With shame Keith took hold of the lubricant upon their bedside table and slicked his fingers up in it. The initial 
penetration stung with unfamiliarity, but was so very welcome in this specific situation. The longer the stream 
went on, the more aroused he became, whimpering like a cat in heat as he imagined himself in John's place. 
Keith desperately wanted to be underneath their silvered guitarist, to be held down by those strong, talented 
hands. He could practically feel Pete's stiff cock pounding his ass while those wicked, vile words were aimed 


toward him. 


It was such a struggle to pull his hands away once he had gotten too close to the edge. Keith had promised 
John he wouldn't come without permission, going against those rules would make it feel as if everything his 
other half was going through was for nothing. He couldn't allow that! 


And just when he was so very sure he might actually come just from watching the stream and not even 
touching himself.. it was over. As arousing as the closeup of the mess Pete had left was, Keith's peak was cut 
off from the disgusting act of negligence he had put John through. Ugh. Talk about a real mood killer. Had it 


been done to anyone else, Keith knew the ball busting would've done it for him. 


In the end Keith was left feeling hollow, cold, and sick to his stomach. How could he have possibly gotten off to 
that? What kind of disgusting, twisted bastard found themself aroused from the sight of their partner 


receiving such cruel treatment? After putting his laptop away Keith began clearing up the ‘evidence’ of his 


masturbation. 


The stream, while so very humiliating and painful - both emotionally and physically - was easily the most 
arousing thing Keith had seen in years! It wasn't often that John took the submissive role, and it was even 
more rare that he let anyone physically top him. Aside from the disgusting pet play bullshit, it fell in line quite 
well with one of his favourite masturbation fantasies. .except instead of watching from the other side of a 
screen, Keith was ordered to lay next to them and not touch himself. If he was a good kitty he could have the 
privilege of worshipping John's cock once Pete was finished treating him like a living fleshlight. 


Keith was an absolute mess. There would be no hiding it once John had come back, and he only prayed that his 
gorgeous silver fox either wouldn't catch on, or at least, he wouldn't mind. There were no doubts within his 
mind that he would go unsatisfied tonight. John would definitely be frustrated once he had come home, and it 
would not be wise to ask for satisfaction Keith needed to find some way to make it up to him.. but how? How 


was he supposed to make up for that? 


Or, better yet, he could get revenge on Pete. He would not allow this to go without retaliation, no matter how 
much he feared the guitarists wrath. There was nothing he could possibly do to him - sexually, anyway - 
that he wouldn't enjoy. Unfortunately, Pete was smart and wouldn't resort to violence of that nature for him. 


Everything 


Author's Notes: 
Yep, it's another ‘I5' song title. 
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love, and tell him | sent you! 
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corner. 
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l'm finally happy with this update~! But, as usual, | might end up giving it a bit of a makeover in the future. 
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While John knew it would be cruel to keep Keith waiting and worrying, he needed some time alone to cool off. 


The last thing he wanted, was to take his frustration out on someone who didn't deserve it. 


While he normally would've hidden out in the makeshift library the hotel provided, John knew it was the first 
place Keith would have looked for him. If he truly wanted to be alone, he would need to go outside. The beach 
was dangerous once the sun began to set, which meant the only option left was the pool. The gate was meant 
to be locked past closing, but the night shift staff were lazy, and the security guard didn't get paid enough to 
care if people wandered in just to fuck in the hot tub. 


Lady luck must've been on his side, as John found the pool deserted. The thrill seekers and exhibitionists 
must've already had their fun, he supposed. After taking a slow walk around the deck, he sat on the edge of 
the deep end. 


John wanted to get back at Pete. He wanted to make the fucking bastard feel just as helpless and humiliated as 
he had been. It would have to be something big Something so wild, so shocking that it would no doubt make the 
front page of Greenit, trend on Flitter, and be the next big ‘thing’ YouView drama channels would try to profit 
off of. If he really wanted to hit Pete hard.. John realized he would have to get the fucking bastard cancelled. 
And he knew just how to do it 


It would be risky. He would easily be seen as ‘guilty by association’, and Keith would definitely be hit just as 
hard. Kenney and Roger, too. It would be career suicide, and John had a feeling that Pete might even be 
tempted to ‘unsubscribe from life’ as the kids were calling it. But, that was a risk he was well prepared to 
take. The fucking prick had gone too far. 


His personalized text tone broke his thoughts. John already knew it would be Keith. The power saving option 


disabled all apps and only allowed calls and texts from listed emergency contacts. 

‘Where are you? Are you okay? Are you still with Pete? 

John felt another wave of guilt wash over him. He could've chosen to ignore it and savour his peace and quiet 
for just a bit longer, but that would only mean punishing Keith for being a good partner. As much as he 
wanted to argue and insist he wanted to be left alone, John knew it would be a waste of time. Keith had every 
right to worry, and denying him would be cruel. 

Pool. Phone's almost dead" 


Stay there. lm coming 


When Keith had finally arrived, John hadn't bothered to look up from the hypnotic water or even acknowledge 


his presence. 


"Are you okay?" It was a valid, yet stupid question. Keith hadn't managed to come up with anything better, 
despite the time it had taken to get outside to the pool area. 


I'm gonna get revenge," John said flatly. 

that's not an answer, but okay.” Keith set himself on the deck, choosing only to dip his legs into the water. 
‘I'm gonna make him pay for what he did” 

"And just how do you plan to do that?" Over the years Keith had become well acquainted with his silvered 
bassist's ranting and empty threats, especially when the subject of his ire just so happened to be Pete. but 
given what John had just been through, he had a sinking feeling the incoming threats would not be empty. Hell, 
he had even been preparing to break the news of their inevitable parting to Roger. 


"You remember the shit he did nearly two decades ago?" 


"Yeah, why?" How could he forget? Keith had been the first one to yell at Pete, threatening to kill him if he 


had confirmation he was just as fucking disgusting as Jimmy Page. 


"l'm gonna bring it up." 


Keith felt his heart stop. "I don't think that's a good idea--" 
"Fair is fair," John said, finally looking up from the water. "Play shitty games, win even shittier prizes." 


"You really should rethink that plan.. | mean, he's not even a pe--" 


"Don't care," John put his hand over Keith's mouth. It was childish, but at least it was effective. "Fuck him. He 
deserves what he gets." 


Keith swatted John's hand away. "If you bring those charges up, itll ruin him. Like, yeah, sure, anyone can go 
to Pete's Wiki page for proof it's not true, but--" 


lm gonna do one step worse," John cut Keith off yet again. "People are so eager to cancel others, and they'll 
take any little bit of evidence they can get their gross little hands on All I've gotta do is make a spark.. they'll 


start the fire for me." 


"Johnny... please, think for a minute.. This is a bad idea. Like, possibly Ife ending bad" Keith's voice rose in pitch, 
shifting to the signature whine he used when ordered to beg for attention That simple little vocal shift was 
often enough to derail John's train of thought when he started one of his rants, but he had a feeling it 
wouldn't be enough this time "Think about us, think about Roger and Kenney. Think about our porn career, too! 
If people think Pete really sa pedophile, we're all gonna get cancelled for being guilty by association. Even if you 
start that fire." 


"Nope," John said sternly. Had he not been so angry, he might've laughed at how perfectly Keith had echoed his 
earlier thoughts. "I've already made up my mind. To hell with Pete. He crossed a line this time, and l'm done 


being nice. | don't care if | go down with him. Actions have consequences!" 

"Nol" Keith shouted. 

"Why?" The single word came paired with an icy, challenging glare. "Do you Ake what he did to me? | know you 
fucking saw It. Did you enjoy it? Did you get off to it?" The accusations were out of line, but John didn't 


fucking care. 


Oh, great. Redirected anger. Keith took in a slow, deep breath to calm himself. Arguing with John and feeding his 
frustration would get them nowhere. "No, | didn't like it. Yes, | did see, and | did damage control so--" 


"Then what?" John yet again cut him off. "Why the fuck are you defending that worthless cunt?!" 
‘tim not!" 


"Yes, you are. You won't let me have my well deserved revenge, so you're defending and supporting him and 


what he--" 


"Will you shut the fuck up!" Finally, it was Keith's turn to cut John off. "Now, if you'll let me speak.. | was going 
to say we should tell Roger. Let hm handle Pete." Keith watched with satisfaction as the gears within John's 
head began to turn. Confident that he would remain in control of the conversation, he elaborated on the plan 


he had put together while patiently -- okay, mpatiently -- waiting for his other halfs return. 


"Roger will remind Pete of just how dangerous it is to cross you.. how spiteful you are, too." A bit of ego 
stroking always helped when it came to gaining and keeping control . "Pete will lay awake at night, unable to 
sleep ‘cause he knows when he least expects it, you're gonna strike. You know more about him than anybody 
else" Whether or not that was true, Keith wasn't sure and really didn't fucking care. "You hold the key to all 
of his dirty, nasty, dark little secrets." Keith took John's hand and laced their fingers. "Why hit that big, shiny 
cancel button now when Roger can both put the fear of god into him and make him feel stupid at the same 
time! Being humiliated and bested by ‘Mister Oblivious' is the biggest kick the balls we can give." 


John had never imagined Keith could conceive such an evil plan. Satan himself would've been impressed. "Y'know.. 


that ain't a bad idea. | bet we could get him to be our new pet without actually asking, too." 


"Definitely! I'm sure he would put his feisty little mouth to good use if you even so much as mentioned a 
crime TV show or something. His thoughts will likely leap from one thing to another, before settling upon the 
assumption you're threatening to bring his arrest up on Flitter," Keith said confidently. "| mean, he defintely 
knows we don't need him. We've proved that by joining Roger on his Daltrey does Townshend! tour or whatever 


he was calling it." 


‘| really would like to turn the tables and give him a taste of his own medicine, but the little bastard would 


probably get off on all the praise and donations we'd receive for ‘finally convincing Pete to play with us" 


"Yeah. It'd be less of a punishment, at least once he gets over the humiliation, and more of a stroking to his 
already massive ego." Keith pulled back away from the edge of the pool so he could stand. If he made the first 
move to go back to their room, he hoped John would follow. "That might even convince him to start his own 


porn career.. if Rachel allows it, anyway." 


"Unfortunately," John agreed while following suit. "I'm sure we can find some other way to humiliate the little 


prick publicly. Maybe we could manage to get a hold of Karen and ask her for some ideas." 


"How about we start planning how to tell Roger?" Keith offered his hand to John, and was pleasantly surprised 
when it was accepted. "The sooner we let him know, the better. I'm sure someone is bound to contact him and 


ask if it really was Pete on stream." 


"Yeah, it probably would be a good idea Think we should try to get him on Dissonance, or just call him 


normally? | kind of want to see his face when we tell him." 


"The former, definitely," Keith said eagerly. "If | do some fake crying I'm sure he'll be ten times more likely to 
rip Pete a new asshole!" 


